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Give me all that you got... 
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Where was he? 
Why was he here? 
What was he doing? 


He didn't know what to do. Stuck in a game of poker with little to no chance of getting out with his wallet, car 
keys, or even the clothes on his back. 


A game of extreme betting with only a small chance of winning. He was bound to lose. He wasn't the best poker 


player, after all. 


He met the group at a secretive place. His adrenaline erased the location immediately. All he knew was that the 
place was dark, cold, and empty. 


There were four other men with him. 


One was very skinny and small, someone who couldn't have been older than 30. He had slicked back brown hair 
and bags under his green eyes, eyes that looked worn with tragedy and depression. His eyes flickered aimlessly 
and anxiously around the room, but his body stayed completely still. It sent a chill down James’ spine. 


Another man, across from the first, was slightly bigger, a darker skin tone, and had short curls as dark as 
the night sky he saw peeking through the boards on the windows. His eyes, though a deep, dark, mysterious 
brown, seemed full of energy..Synthetic energy. He was twitchy and confused, hands trembling and fumbling 
about with the cards he possessed. He was high, James thought, but he wasn't sure on which drug or if he 
was really high at all. 


There was a man next to him, someone more near his size. He had short, curly hair as well, but it was 
shorter than the other's and was a light shade of brown. He had ice cold blue eyes that surveyed the 
members at the table. He noticed the man paying extra close attention to him, and he was unnerved by his 
angry expression and pale face. The bags under his eyes were darker than the first man's, which told James 


that he had stayed up in sleepless nights. Maybe he was a druggie as well. Heroin, he thought. 


Soon enough, James' deep blue eyes drew up to the man dead across from him. This man was bigger than he, 
with a mane of bright orange waves and a worn face. His facial hair was the same color, if not deeper, and his 
light brown eyes looked around the table at each twitchy member. He suddenly began staring deep into James' 
eyes, seeming surprised that he had no physical ailment or twitch like the others. 


He smiled at James, but he knew it wasn't a friendly one. 


Behind it, he saw nothing but evilness. He knew an evil intent filled his mind. Evil, malevolent, hostile intent to 


cause harm, chaos, and fear amongst the players he'd gathered for this game. 


"Okay, boys. We're playing Acey Deucey tonight" The ginger man said. James scoffed, and everyone looked at 
him with confused and slightly annoyed eyes. 


"What's so wrong about Acey Deucey?" The smallest man said, tilting his head in confusion and bundling his 
hands up on the table. He avoided eye contact with James, doing everything he could to keep from looking at 
him. 


"Well, it's for amateurs. Why don't we play something a bit more..well.risky? Like Texas Hold'em or something 
like that. | mean, we're all here for betting, aren't we?" James asked with a confident voice. 


The biggest man glared at James and opened the deck of cards, never taking his eyes off of him. "Acey 
Deucey is just as good as Texas Hold'em when it comes to betting. If you don't like it, | will take you by your 


elitist ass and throw you outside." 


James glared right back and fell back with a heave on his seat, already knowing this game wasn't going to be 
as good as some of the other ones he's played. 


"Are we doing Satan bs or Blind Pot?" The twitchy, darker man asked. Dave shrugged, then looked around at the 


rest of the table to see if one of them were going to choose. When he saw that no one was, he sighed. 


"Blind Pot. Except, this is going to be Extra-Blind Pot. I'm placing your bets for you." The ginger man said. 
James nearly scoffed again. This was an odd way to play poker for him, and he didn't like it. He regretted 


coming here now. 


When the game started, none of the players but the ringleader knew what their Antes were. They were given 
their cards and awaited anxiously for the third card to be drawn. The man was slow drawing it, and didn't even 


draw it at first. Instead, he made conversation with the players. 


"So, what all brought you bunch here?" He asked with a friendly voice. James still had the feeling that he had 


evil intent, but ignored it for the time being and went ahead to answer first. 
‘Ive been gambling since | was lb and | never stopped. | heard about you and found out that the next game 
would be here, so | came because there weren't any interesting games going on anywhere else." James said 


simply with a mundane voice. 


The small man went after him. "| came here because | don't like doing anything else. don't have much 
motivation to do anything else, really." He mumbled, crossing his arms over his chest. It made his body even 


smaller. 


Next was the dark-haired man. "I'm trying to kick a coke addiction and this is what | figured could distract me 


for now. | took my last line in my car when | got here. He said with a careless shrug. 
Then the blue-eyed man "I can't kick my pain med addiction, so | thought that | might as well add this into it 
so | lose my money and don't have the ability to pay for anymore Vicodin" He grumbled, a snarl making his lips 


curl back. 


‘Okay..All of you are pretty interesting..What's your names?" The ginger asked, postponing the game even more. 
James grunted angrily. He just wanted the game to start so he could go home again 


"I'm Lars." The small one said first. 
"Kirk" The dark-haired one said afterwards. 


"My name's Jason" The one next to him said. 


‘lm James Alan Hetfield, l'm 34, | was born in Downey, California, my license plate number is 3MZS687, my car 
is a 1188 red Chevy Silverado, | live in a 500 square foot apartment on Powell street. I'm here for the 
gambling, jackass, so let's get to it" James growled angrily at the ginger, annoyed that he was taking so long 
with getting the game started. 


The ginger raised his eyebrows in shock at James' snarky and snapping remark, but didn't reveal much visible 


evidence that he cared. "Well then.!'m Dave." He said simply, pulling the card at last. 


It was a 4 of hearts. James was in luck. It fell between his cards, a 5 of diamonds and a 3 of spades. It seemed 
that Kirk and Lars were in luck as well. But something seemed off. Annoyance was filling in Jason's eyes, and 


James wondered why until he noticed that his cards fell out of the third card's. 


Dave saw the cards as well and the evil smile he had earlier returned. "Oh..Too bad, Jason. You have to pay 


your bet up.." He chuckled evilly. Jason looked at Dave suspiciously and his icy eyes slithered to meet Dave's. 


"And.how much is that bet?" He asked with a grunt, taking his wallet out so he'd be ready to pay up his 


gamble. 


"That's the thing, Jason." Dave mumbled. None of them heard a small click except James, who found the sound 
suspicious. He figured that the sound came from under the table. 


"The bet isn't going to be paid in money." He continued. Dave brought a pistol up and pointed it at Jason's head, 
shooting before he could process what was coming next. Lars could barely scream because the terror 
paralyzed him, and the sound of the blast made Kirk fall off his chair and onto the ground, clutching his ears 
on his knees next to the now limp body of Jason. 


James, on the other hand. 


He couldn't do anything but scream. This game was going to cost him his life. 


Leave Yourself Behind.. 
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"Why the fuck did you fucking shoot him?!" James yelled, trying to ignore Lars' sobbing and Kirk's painful 


groans of agony. 
It was difficult to do. 
Extremely difficult to do. 


"He lost his bet and he had to pay his Ante. Good lord, Hetfield, don't you listen at all?" Dave groaned in a 
bored, annoyed manner. He shuffled his deck and found an Ace of Spades. After a few moments of thinking, he 
slid the Ace towards the spot Jason once resided at to signify that he was dead. 


"What kind of fucking sick joke is this? Is he working with you? Is he going to wake up and scare us when we're 


not expecting it?" Kirk yelled in an infuriated voice, tears smudging his eyeliner. 


James got off his chair and crouched down, pressing two fingers to Jason's neck where his pulse would 
normally be. Instead, all he felt was the man's quickly cooling skin and the blood that dripped from his mouth. 
‘No, Kirk.He really was shot.His skin's cooling off and he doesn’t have a pulse. He's dead" He whispered, looking 


up at the scared man in front of him 


Lars sobbed louder and it made him flinch. His blood boiled when he heard Dave chuckle. "Well, at least you got 
the "Truly Dead" part right. But, he bet his life and he had to pay up." Dave shrugged, smiling his malicious 


grin. 


"He didn't even fucking know what he was betting in the first fucking place, you fucking cuntwipel" James yelled 
loudly, standing up and pounding his fists on the table. 


Dave closed his eyes and began gathering himself slowly, trying not to burst out in a loud fit of rage. "Calm 
down, James, you're overreacting..Calm.. He said with an eerily gentle voice. It calmed James down almost 


immediately and he sat back down in his seat, glaring at Dave. 


On instinct, since he was as shy as he was, James shuffled his chair closer to Lars. Kirk followed, and linked 
hands with James, clutching it tightly. James held Kirk's bony hand tighter than he'd ever held anyone else's, 
and he continued the chain by grabbing Lars' hand as well. Lars had a strong grip on his hand and got close 


enough to James to touch shoulders. 


“Aw..That's adorable. You three are loving on each other!" Dave chuckled. "Whatever. Time for more questions." 
He smiled as he took their old cards and traded them out for new ones. He set the deck aside after he 
shuffled it, then bundled his hands together as if he were completely innocent, like a school kid listening to 
their teacher intently. 


While everyone averted their eyes away from Dave, like Kirk looking down at Jason's limp feet and Lars staring 
down at his lap, James stared into Dave's eyes boldly in hopes of scaring him. "What are you gonna ask for 


now? Our credit card information?" He scoffed. 


Lars trembled and leaned his head up, whispering soft enough so Dave couldn't hear him. "James, you're only 


going to kill us faster with your snarky comments..Don't talk back anymore..Please.." He grunted. 


"He's only killing us based on our bets. There's nothing to worry about." James whispered back. Dave's head 
shot over from staring at the deck of cards to staring at Lars and James, crazed eyes inspecting them 


closely. 


"What are you two talking about, huh?" He asked, grin turning into a grim grimace. Lars cringed and backed up 
off of James, but James stared blankly at Dave. 


"Stuff. Now ask us our damn questions so we can get this fucking Hellnight over with." James barked in anger, 


face going from relaxed to vexed. 


Dave scoffed softly and smiled, then shook his head and closed his eyes. "You're Dancing with the Devil, kid..You 
better watch yourself" He chuckled. It wasn't obvious to Lars or Kirk, but it was to James. He could see 
straight through his eyelids and inside, he saw his blood boiling. He knew he was coming close to boiling over, 


but as soon as his eyes sprung open, all evidence of the blood boiling wore away. 


‘Okay..| have four questions.." Dave started, looking at all members of the newly formed rag-tag trio. "First 


one..Where did all of you come from?" He asked, waiting for one member to speak up. 

"San Francisco." Kirk said, looking at the other two members. 

"A suburb of Los Angeles." James mumbled. His blue eyes looked down at Lars and it was as if they connected. 
It was almost like he gave some energy to the young man, seeing as he perked up slightly and spoke in a bolder 
voice than before. 


"The Gentofte Municipality of Copenhagen, Denmark" He said, still looking away from Dave's piercing eyes. 


"Good, good.now tell me your life stories. Just in case you die so | can say what | need to the police." Dave 


smiled, acting as if he didn't just assure their inevitable deaths. 


"Kirk, please go first. James, go last. Yours will be long, long indeed." Dave mumbled, urging Kirk to start his 


story. 


"|.well.| was born in San Francisco. My mom was born in the Philippines and my dad was born in New York to 
Irish immigrants. They had me in 1962, then my sister Tracy in 19bb" He started in a slow voice, not knowing 


what to continue with next. 


"When | was I5 | bought my first guitar and began practicing to become a professional guitarist, but 
unfortunately, the furthest | got with a band was a small thrash band called Exodus." He added, voice slightly 


more confident than before. 


"A few years later, my close friend Cliff died and | couldn't help myself from the drug scene..lt started with 
pot, then it drove up to acid and then | found my first bag of coke..Yeah. Bad habits emerged from that bag, 


and..Well, now I'm here." He ended. His powerful voice dissipated and returned to the original whimpery one. 


James noticed that Dave was staring at his lap the whole time Kirk spoke. He was writing down every single 
detail he got. That meant that he now had James’ full name, street address, car license plate and model, and 


his town of birth. Dammit, James thought to himself. 


"Lars, its your turn! l'm excited to hear yours~!" Dave said with cheer in his voice and hatred in his angry, 


flaming brown eyes. 


Lars didn't speak at first. His fear of dying if he said anything wrong stopped him. "Lars, you have to 


speak..You don't jave a choice.." James whispered to the young man, trying to give him motivation 


Lars nodded slowly, breathed in heavily and let out his long breath, then started. "| was born the day after 
Christmas in 1963 in Denmark to a professional tennis player named Torben Ulrich and and a woman named Lone 
Ulrich." He said softly, looking up to James for support. He was already enthralled by the young man's story, 


becoming slowly excited to hear what came next in this interesting man's life. 


"I started playing tennis when | was b years old because my father wanted me to be just like him and carry 
out this..Tiny legacy he carried on his shoulders. The problem was, though, that | was too small to be like him 
in any way. | was never tall enough, never strong enough, never masculine enough.| always got picked on for 


it." He mumbled sadly. James couldn't help but clutch the small man's hand tighter. He felt awful. 


"When | was growing up, people said | was a spitting image of my mother. didn't think it was the greatest 
thing in the world, obviously. | was supposed to be a man. It was worse because | had long hair like she did, so 
one day | decided to chop all of it off myself.Enough about thst, though.." Lars laughed nervously and quietly, 
then cleared his throat. 


"When | was 9, | went to a Deep Purple concert and fell in absolute love with the band. | moved to San 
Francisco when | was lb and it was originally to professionally train for tennis, but instead | got involved with 
drumming and dropped the training all together." He said, smiling to himself when he thought about his first 
drumkit. 


"I tried starting a band, but | wasn't able to play correctly and | never was able to..So.! spent most of my life 
in the shadow of my father, trying but failing to be a good tennis player. It reached the point where | 
just.Gave up. | felt that | had nothing left in this world by the time | was 25." His smile faded and tears welled 


in his eyes again. 


'lve.l've attempted suicide 4 times in the last year and self-harm has formed me to be who | am now.. That's 


why I'm here..." He choked out subtly, looking down at his lap. 


James felt depressed, and he could feel it in the other two men. Dave coughed to clear the sadness from the 


room, then shifted his eyes to James. "Your turn, Hetfield. Have fun." He smiled. 


James didn't bother speaking to Dave again. Instead, he raised one detached hand and flipped him off, then 
connected hands with Kirk again and sighed. "I was born in Downey, California on August 3rd, 1963, and | have 
two older half-brothers and a little sister. My parents were Christian Scientists and were strict in what they 
believed. They didn't even buy fucking medicine when they got sick, that's how strict they were. They got 
divorced when | was 13 and when | was 14, my mom got cancer and refused treatment for it. She believed 


God..or some..bullshit like that would save her." He growled, voice bitter and eyes saddened. 


"When | was lb, she finally died from the lack of treatment and | had to take my little sister and go live with 
my half-brother David because Virgil, my dad, went missing. Thats when my gambling addiction started and it 
never stopped. That's it to my story so far." He grunted, closing his eyes and looking up at the ceiling. 


He felt Dave's eyes piercing into his skin and he felt uncomfortable, but never showed it. "You got any more 
questions, or are you done for now? Are we going to play the game again?" James asked, voice now 


permanently angry. 


"Hmm. can't think of any right now. | suppose we'll just play." Dave smiled, taking his own two cards and placing 


them down in front of them. 
Then, he drew the fatal card. 


Eight of Diamonds. Dave chuckled when he saw the card fell in between his pair. A sigh of relief coursed 
through the whole table, coming from everyone but Kirk. He let out a shaky breath, signifying falling tears, and 
he looked up to see Dave's dark face. 


Dave held the pistol up and pointed it towards Kirk, then cocked it. They all knew they couldn't do anything to 
save him. With that, James took Lars into tight arms and covered his ears and eyes with his chest, then 


covered his own ears and looked away. 


They heard the gunshot, then Kirk's limp body falling onto the floor with a dead thud. 


In Your Eyes | See A Fire That Burns 
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Even after they heard the thump of Kirk's body on the floor, James didn't let go of Lars and Lars didn't 
bother to struggle to get away from James' grip. Lars looked over James’ shoulder, winced at the sight of 
Kirk's bleeding face, then brought his head back down to hide his vision from the awful image that the man 


had just succumbed to. 


Soon enough, James had to let go, and when he did, a sense of loneliness swept over him. But he had to ignore 
that feeling today. He knew he couldn't go in for another hug. Instead, he watched the sadist in front of him 
closely. He who had just shot two people seemed eerily calm, as if he were insane. He flipped through his deck, 


found a joker card, then tossed it to Kirk's spot at the table. 


James picked up quickly that each card represented their personalities in life. Jason had a good head on his 
shoulders which earned him an Ace. Kirk gave himself up for drugs, earning him the Joker card. He only 
wondered what he'd get if he were to die. What's more, he wondered what card Lars were to get should he be 


shot in the next few minutes. 


They sat in silence as Dave stared where Kirk had fallen, zoning out of reality briefly every few seconds. 
"Dave..Dave?" Lars said boldly, snapping his fingers at Dave. He didn't budge. James looked agitated at Lars' poor 
attempts at getting Dave's attention 


He took things into his own hands, and took out his wallet. He looked it over a few times, making sure it was 


just the right weight and size, then threw it violently at Dave's head. 


The impact seemed to do nothing, but his jumping in sudden shock made him fall backwards off his seat. Lars 
slapped James in the back of the head hard, then began scolding him. 


Dave slowly stood up and stared at James with the evil eyes he possessed, looking seemingly right through 
him. James couldn't stop obsessing over those eyes. There had to be something more behind them, like a 


motive or at least a small reason as to why he was where he was. 


A revolver slowly raised from his side and James could no longer feel anything but pure terror freezing his 
body in place. He didn't blink once, fearing that even the slightest of moves could kill him. He expected Lars to 
start screaming, but instead he stayed calm and stood up. "Dave..Don't do anything." He said in a low voice, 


hoping to calm Dave. 


Dave's lifeless eyes shot to Lars and stared him down, never letting the gun fall or move. "What do you mean? 


He attacked me, therefore | have the right to shoot him." Dave said in a harsh voice. 


James looked at Lars and they made quick eye contact before Lars spoke up again in the same voice, but a bit 
louder. "That's not how the law here works..You aren't even supposed to have that thing. Now put it down and 


we'll talk it out. He was just trying to get your attention" He said softly. 


James saw the gun slowly rise up higher and the shot that rang out made him jump a slight bit. The gun was 
put down on the table and he saw both Dave and Lars sit down. Lars looked calmly at Dave, and vise versa, 
until they both looked at James. "l.Why are you guys staring at me?" James asked, a feeling of discomfort 


washing over him. 


"You did something stupid and | just saved your ass from getting shot. Now sit down and be quiet unless you 
have a legitimate question to ask him." Lars said boldly, hand slowly putting pressure on James’ shoulder to 


press him down onto his seat again. 


"Why are you doing this?" Lars said after the long silence, eyes boring into Dave's soul. James could see that 
the stare made him uncomfortable. The man was completely silent for a second, as his thoughts choked him 


up and refused him the right to speak. 


When his thoughts were gathered, he spoke up. "Do you want the reason? The true fucking reason?" He 
growled out. His words were filled with spite, and they burned James as if they were balls of fire. 


"Yeah, we do. That's why we asked in the first place." James remarked under his breath, his snarky comment 
not reaching Dave but instead, Lars. Because of it, he was injured by the slap of a hand against his torso from 


Lars. 


"Do you want the whole damn story?" Dave asked, voice cooling down slowly. Lars looked to James for his 


answer, then looked at Dave to nod yes. A small sigh came from Dave's lips, and he closed his eyes. 


James noticed that it took him a moment to gather his thoughts again. "It all started when | was 6.." Dave 
started slowly. James groaned loudly, then narrowly avoided being hit again by Lars. 


"Not this whole ‘it started when | was b bullshit. Tell us in short, you dramatic fuckbag." He said in a deep, low 


voice. Dave glared at him menacingly, then leaned back against his seat and closed his eyes. 


‘I'm doing this as an experiment. | wanted to see how many of you dumbasses would come to this so | could 
learn about human personalities. | kill off the ones | don't like by gambling. | was hoping you were going to be 
the first fucker out” Dave grunted. "This is also just to satisfy my need for bloodshed. might as well shoot 
you right now" He said, snapping his eyes open quickly. 


Lars suddenly began crying softly, having a panic attack. James knew he was angry at himself. He didn't know 


how bad the panic was inside of Lars until Lars shoved himself into James's arms in a desperate attempt to 


find comfort, and Dave looked on, angry but confused. 


"What's wrong? Why are you crying?" James whispered to Lars. He wasn't sure what to do besides awkwardly 


comfort the man by rubbing his back He knew it didn’t help. 


| was so stupid. could have just killed myself tonight but now I'm being involved in a homicide that | might be 
a victim of. don't want to die like this." He sobbed softly, covering his eyes to hide his tears. 


James brought the man's chair side-by-side with his own and let him lean onto his shoulder, putting his arm 
around him. "ls there a chance for us to escape this?" He asked Dave, grimacing slightly when he heard Lars 


beginning to hyperventilate. 


Another wave of silence slowly bored down on them, crushing them with its heavy and disturbing stillness. It 


was made worse when James remembered that they were with a serial killer, and the killer targeted them. 


Dave finally spoke up with a scowl. "No. Never. You're here until you fucking die." 


